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Eitno. Xo more, no more, but join

Thy voice and lute with mine.
Both. The world 'shall give prerogative to neither; .

We cannot flourish but together.
Cko.   Irene enters like a perfumed spring,

Eunomia ripens everything,

And in the golden harvest leaves

To every sickle his own sheaves.

At this, a third cloud of various colour from the other
two, begins to descend toward the middle of tjie scene with
sowewhat a more swifter motion; and in it sat a person^
representing DICHE or JUSTICE, in the midst^ in a white
robe and mantle of satm, a fair long hair circled with a
coronet of silver pikes, white wings and buskins^ a. crown
imperial in her Jiand*

SONG IV.

Diche. Swiftly, oh, swiftly! I do move too slow,
What holds my wing from making haste
When every cloud sails by so fast ?
I heard my sisters* voice and know
They have forsaken Heaven's bright gate,
To attend another statea
Of gods below.
Irene, chaste Eunomia!

Irene and Euno. We,
Diche, have stayed expecting thee ;
Thou giv'st perfection to our glory,
And seal to this night's story ;
Astrea, shake the cold dew from thy wing.

Ewto. Descend.

Irene. Descend.

Eittw. Descend, and help us sing
The triumph of Jove's upper court abated,
And al! the deities translated.

CJw. The triumph of Jove's upper court abated,
And all the deities translated.